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-hands on her head, 
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» your head. Look straighf in front 
of you, and speak only if you are 
asked a question. The grey-haired man 
stood in the centre of the room and 
pointed to a spot on the carpet, a few feet 
away from where her mother was sitting. 
The girl felt tempted to turn and run, but 
the man frightened her. She obeyed his 
instructions. Quietly, she walked towards 
her mother, stood, feet together just in 
front of her, and raised her arms, plac- 
ing her hands one above the other on the 
back of her head. 

‘This is a Court Summons.’ The man 
picked up a sheet of paper from his desk 
and held it up in front of her. She read 
the first lines, and saw her full name type- 
written on the form. ‘Disobey me just 


6 SS here. Put your hands on 


once, Miss-Price, and this summons will - 


be delivered by hand to the Justices.’ 
Young Tania Price was by now feeling 
very. nervous and wishing she was 
anywhere other than Greywood Manor. 
The long coach journey with her mother 


had shaken her up. And she knew her 


visit to the Manor would be very uncom- 
fortable. Her mother had almost drage- 
ed her onto the coach. ‘I knew you were 
growing rather...unruly...since Arthur 
left us... she had sobbed, dabbing her 
eyes with a lace-edged handkerchief. ‘But 
I never thought you’d actually...’ Her 
words tailed off as she contemplated 
again her daughter’s activities. 

The man drew up a chair and sat down 
opposite the girl’s mother, so that Tania 
was standing between them. She felt 
uneasy. It was not just the building or her 
mother’s distress, or even the fact that 


‘she'd been found out. It was the intimacy 


of the situation somehow. In this spacious 
old office they were seated so close to 


her. She could sense her mother’s per- 


fume, and could almost feel the tweed of 
the man’s trousers brushing against her 
denim. And standing there, with her 
she felt so...so 
vulnerable. They were watching her, con- 
sidering her. And she could do nothing 
about it. 

Suddenly she felt the man’s hands 
about.her hips. She glanced downwards, 
quickly. He was fingering the top button 


aso 


of her jeans, unfastening it, pulling the 
zip down. He was taking her jeans down, 


* tugging them away from the waist, reveal- 


ing a silly skimpy pair of white knickers. 
A sudden fluster of panic grabbed her and 
she threw down her arms, attempting to 
grab her jeans, hoping to preserve her 
feminine modesty. The man simply 
reached across to the desk and raised the 
Summons once again. Slowly, despair- 


ingly, Tania lifted her arms, placed her . 


hands back on her head, and left her jeans 
to tumble down her long legs in a gesture 
of surrender. 

“Your daughter is well-developed, Mrs 
Price.’ The man took her by her hips and 
turned her slightly. ‘Good firm thighs’ 


He slapped her, quite casually, across the - 


very top of her leg, just beneath the line 
of her knickers. He sat back. ‘Quite simp- 
ly, Mrs Price, your daughter has commit- 
ted not one, but several criminal acts. Her 
visit her to the Manor is her last chance.’ 

The man turned his attention ‘again to 
the nineteen year old standing before him. 
With her arms raised, her thin T-shirt had 
risen, revealing a band of pale flesh just 
above her waist. Her denim jeans were 
nestled around her ankles. A faint red 
rash was just noticeable acros the lower 
curves of her bottom, below the protec- 
tion of her knickers, where the man had 


- smacked her. “We need not debate why 


you are here, Miss Price?’ Again, the 
man was reaching up to the waistband of 
the girl’s knickers. “We all agree that your 
final act of misbehaviour was...was quite 
appalling.’ Confident fingers slipped bet- 
ween the tight elastic of her knickers and 
her warm soft flesh. ‘I intend to smack 
your bottom, Miss Price. Very hard. 
Right now. And with your mother’s full 
approval.’ Suddenly, Tania’s knickers 
were being Jowered, pulled right down, 
to flutter down her legs to rest with her 
jeans around her ankles. She was naked, 
her bottom and long legs quite bare, just 
inches away from her mother and this 
dreadful man. He stood up, almost 
touching her, and placed the outstretch- 
ed palm of his left hand against the soft 
warmth of her tummy, low down, the tips 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS 


of his fingers almost nestling amid the 
profusion of short dark-brown curls. He 
bent her forward until her bottom was 
more tightly curved and facing her 
mother. And then, with his free right 
hand, he smacked her. 

“Your daughter must remember, Mrs 
Price...’ Each of his sentences were ac- 
companied by a firm crisp smack across 
Tania’s bare bottom. “That although she 
is now nineteen years of age...’ He paus- 
ed, applying another firm smack, the im- 
pact echoing around the lofty room. 
‘,..she is not too old to be smacked, firm- 
ly, across her bare bottom...’ The girl’s 
heavy breathing included the occasional 


_Squeal as the man’s hand impacted pain- 


fully with her bare bottom flesh. Each 
smack pushed her forward, but he was 
supporting her, holding her there, so that 
he could go on smacking her. 

Mrs Price watched as the man tanned 
her daughter, firmly, precisely, and com- 
prehensively, until the whole roundness 
of the girl’s pert bottom was a gentle 
crimson in colour. Eventually, he releas- 
ed his grip and told the girl to stand 
upright once again. Her hands fluttered 
downwards, anxious to soothe the sting- 
ing rash which had spread across her bot- 
tom. ‘On your head, young lady...’ The 
command was no more than a soft 
reminder. Tania immediately returned her 


-hands to her head, and sniffed quietly. 


The man sat back and quietly studied 
the girl standing in front of him. ‘Good. 
I think the first lesson has been learnt. 


He turned to the woman, still sitting op- 
posite him, clutching her handbag. ‘And 


my thanks to you, Mrs Price, for your 
support and patience. We will certainly 
be successful with young Tania, here, 


-have no fear. A few firm days at 


Greywood, and your daughter will be a 
new girl.’ Politely, he ushered the woman 
to the door, pausing only to allow her to 
kiss her daughter goodbye. As he open- 
ed the door, he pointed to a package on / 
the desk. ‘While I am gone, Tania, please 
get dressed in the House Uniform. Your 
mother has provided your measurements.’ 
The door clicked shut, and young Tania 
was left alone with her embarrassment 
and her reddened well-tanned bottom. 
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IN HOT WATER 


hat first evening, the man had 
TL eenince her. ‘You are here to be 

punished.’ He recited the facts of 
her case. She coloured as he listed every 
detail. Especially about that: confronta- 
tion in the youth club. ‘You were a 
trusted person, Tania. And how did you 
repay that trust?’ She had hung her head; 
stared at the bedroom carpet. He promis- 
ed to teach her a lesson that evening. A 
lesson she would never forget. He turn- 
ed to leave. ‘I will return in five minutes. 
By then, I expect to see your bare bot- 
tom.’ He emphasised the word ‘bare’, 
staring at her, catching the nervous flut- 
ter of her eyes. ‘To be precise, Tania; 
take your shorts and knickers down to 
your knees, and get up on your bed...’ 

Tania knew the evening would end 
with another tanning. That morning he 
had smacked her, in front of her mother, 
and she had yelled as her bottom had 
stung with the almost endless impact of 
his palm. And then, that afternoon she 
had been made to touch her toes while 
a large leather sandal was applied to her 
bottom. At least they had allowed her to 
keep her shorts on. Even the ‘House 
Uniform’ embarrassed her. This silly 
pair of shorts which made her feel so 
childish...And now he wanted to see her 
bottom yet again. That fact alone made 
her blush hotly with embarrassment. But 
he would punish her bottom as well. She 
felt afraid, again. She clambered onto the 
bed, and hurriedly unfastened the shorts, 
concerned that he might return before she 
was ready for him. She tugged the tight 
shorts downwards, to a position just 
below the curve of her bottom cheeks. 
Her little knickers followed. And she 
knelt there, in silence, awaiting the man’s 
return. Wondering if the punishment of 
the afternoon was still written in red blot- 
ches across her cheeks. 

When he returned, her anxious eyes 
saw the hot water bottle in his hand. ‘You 
are well aware of the significance of this 
article, aren’t you?’ she nodded, her 
frightened eyes still staring at the rubber 
bottle in his hand. “Lie face down. Now.’ 
She almost collapsed into the bed- 
clothes, only too aware that her bared 
bottom was still so prominent. ‘One full 
minute you forced that girl, didn’t you?’ 
Tania chose not to reply. ‘One full 
minute.’ The man leaned forward and 
placed the hot water bottle across the 
very fullness of Tania’s bottom cheeks, 
so that the heat touched the twin summits 
of her round buttocks. ‘Put your hands 
behind your back...’ The girl obeyed, 
twisting her body slightly as she placed 
both arms behind her, at the base of her 
back. ‘One full minute, young lady. Let 
us see how you appreciate the 
experience...’ 

The hot water bottle was scorching 
hot. And it was resting across her bared 
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bottom. Within seconds, the heat began 
to spread across her sensitive flesh. The 
man was checking his watch, counting 
the full minute, so slowly. She turned her 
head away from him. ‘Perhaps if your 
bottom had been tanned more frequent- 
ly, it would be less sensitive, young 
lady?’ There was a mocking scorn in the 
old man’s voice. ‘And believe me, young 
lady. If you remove that bottle from your 
bottom before I tell you to, I will cane 
you. That is a promise...’ Tania closed 
her eyes as the pain burned into her bot- 
tom flesh. And she remembered how she 
had taunted and harmed that other girl. 
She wondered how they had got to hear 
about it. And then the stinging pain in 
her bottom really hit her. 

She felt the man’s fingers pulling at her 
shorts and knickers, tugging them even 
further down her legs. She was aware 
that her bottom was wobbling as he mov- 
ed her clothing, the hot water bottle mov- 
ing from side to side. Reluctantly, she 
felt the desperate need to wriggle, if on- 
ly to move the scorching rubber to 
another area of her bottom flesh. She 
opened her legs a little wider, and mov- 
ed slowly, one buttock and then the 
other...And the man stood above her, 
watching, checking his watch. ‘So this 
is your idea of fun, Miss Price? I wonder 
how you enjoy it?’ He watched, noting 
the redness which was appearing on the 
girl’s bottom, close to the presence of the 
hot water bottle. 

Eventually, and inevitably, Tania 
could stand the burning no more. ‘No 
more. Oh Christ. No more...’ She 
twisted around, and pulled the rubber 
bottle away from her flesh. ‘Jesus Christ. 
That hurts...’ 

The man knew it hurt. One of Tania’s 
victims had told him, quite graphically. 
He removed the bottle from the bed, and 
stood back, observing the oval of crim- 
son flesh which covered the highest 
points of the girl’s bottom. He sat down 
on the bed beside her. He told her to get 
up and to place herself across his knee. 
In a blur of heat and pain she obeyed, 
draping herself across his trousered lap. 
He moved her, physically, using his 
hands against her legs and her thighs until 
he was Satisfied with her position. And 
then he rested the palm of his right hand 
against the very warmest area of her 
bared bottom. ‘So now you know?’ He 
waited for her reply. “Will you ever do 
it again?’ She assured him, loudly and 
at length as he slapped her, making sure 
that every smack of his hand fell precise- 
ly upon the warmest roundest part of her 
bottom. 

Later, he told her to kneel up again. 
But this time, she was to raise her tee- 
shirt as well. ‘Right up, Tania.’ He 
waited as she took the hem of the tee- 
shirt in her fingers and rucked it up, 
revealing her trim tummy and her slim 
waist. “Higher, Tania. Expose your - 
breasts.” She was beginning to hate the 
way in which he was so candid and so 
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brutally precise in his orders. He wanted 
to see her breasts; and as he had so clear- 
ly commented to her mother, that very 
morning, young Tania Price was very 
well developed. Her breasts were quite 
full and firm. Except that they rarely 
flopped around underneath a thin tee- 
shirt without the support of her bra. 
Wishing she was dead, Tania pulled up 
her tee-shirt until her two pink bobbing 
breasts with their pert firm tips of darker 
red slipped out into view. ‘Bend for- 
ward.” His order came, only after that 
dreadful hot water bottle had been plac- 
ed upon the bed, just where her breasts 
would rest. 

The man continued to be precise in his 
commands. ‘Support yourself with your 
arms and ensure your bottom is perfect- 
ly placed for my cane...’ She knelt down, 
holding her young body taut above the 
burning threat of the hot water bottle. 
‘Lift your hips.’ She obeyed again, 
knowing that her action would ensure 
that her bottom and her thighs were ex- 
posed in the most obscene manner she 
could imagine. 

The man tapped his cane lightly across 
Tania’s firm thighs. ‘Yes. A_ well- 
developed bottom, young lady.’ He lean- 
ed forward and tugged her shorts with 
their little bib further down to expose the 
full fleshy bareness of her thighs. ‘Lift 
up your bottom further...come on...bend 
your knees...’ He waited and watched as 
the girl’s bare bottom wobbled from side 
to side with the effort of presenting her 
half-naked bottom in a more tightly curv- 
ed manner. The man was still not 
satisfied. ‘Right up, young lady. Push 
your head righ down, and your bottom 
right up.” Again he leaned forward, pull- 
ing the girl’s wrists away from beneath 
her arched body, placing them behind 
her back. ‘Keep them there.’ 

He walked around the foot of the single 
bed. ‘There is only one way to present 
a bottom for a caning, Miss Price.’ He 
flexed the cane between his hands. *The 
only acceptable position is one which 
tells me whether I am dealing with a 
blonde, or a brunette or otherwise, while 
I am caning her. I am always surprised 
by the number of girls who colour their 
hair, these days.’ He allowed himself a 
quiet smile as he encouraged the girl to 
part her thighs even further, tapping the 
cold tip of the cane against the innermost 
part of one thigh and then the other. “We 
soon find out, though.’ 

Tania’s eyes were tightly closed. She 
could imagine only too well the view 
which she was presenting to that awful 
man. And she could feel the rising heat 
from the hot water bottle, nestling just 
a few inches below her. If she slipped 
forward, or lowered her bottom. 
Thankfully, her tee-shirt had slipped 
down a little. At least the tips of her 
breasts were hidden again. The fact that 
the man knew all the details of her re- 
cent activities rather alarmed her. She 
wondered if these people knew 
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everything...and what they intended to 
do about it. The man’s quiet voice awoke 
her from her surmises. ‘And now... am 
going to cane you...as a punishment for 
your appalling behaviour...’ It was a 
phrase he used frequently when dealing 
with female miscreants. He knew it 
would frighten all but the most harden- 
ed young visitors to the Manor. He wat- 
ched as the girl’s ample bottom flinched 
in response to his words. He caned many 
bottoms at Greywood. But few were 
quite as well-rounded as the one which 
belonged to Miss Tania Price. 

Her breasts, however, were delightful- 
ly pert and firm but not as fully- 
developed as her bottom. He raised the 
cane, and whipped it down. She first 
heard the faint whistle of the bamboo 
slicing through the air. And then the 
noise of the impact. And then, a split- 
second later, the angry sting of a thou- 
sand bees in a long thin line right across 
her bare bottom. She yelled, loudly, and 
slipped forward. Her tee-shirt just brush- 
ed the smelly hot rubber of the hot water 
bottle. 

The man waited for her to compose 
herself. ‘Get back up. Keep your bottom 
quite still.’ He walked around to the side 
of the small bed, checking the position 
of the rubber bottle. ‘Fold your shirt 
right up.’ He waited, as Tania struggled 
to expose her breasts without toppling 
over. ‘Come on. Position yourself pro- 
perly...I want your breasts right above 
the bottle...’ he threw the cane down on- 
to the bedspread beside her. ‘Come 
on...’ He moved her into the acceptable 
position, his hand occasionally cupping 
the breasts as they hung downwards, her 
nipples waving to and fro just above the 
bottle. ‘It’s only what you deserve, isn’t 
it?’ The girl’s only reply was a faint sob. 
‘Well isn’t it? If this punishment is 
unreasonable, you may get up and 
go...right now...’ He retrieved the cane, 
and tapped one slightly wobbling bottom 
cheek. ‘Well? It’s simply a dose of your 
own medicine, isn’t it?’ Again he waited, 
continuing to tap the girl’s bottom. Even- 
tually, she managed a quiet ‘Yes’. It was 
confession enough. 

He stood back, raised the bamboo for 
a second time and implanted a further 
angry arc of pain across both bottom 
cheeks. Again the impact prompted the 
girl to move forward, rocking a little, her 
breasts hanging so close to the bottle. 
Before she expected it, the third stroke 
arrived, and the fourth. And with the 
fifth stroke, she lost control. 

She made a desperate bid to keep her 
balance, but her thighs and knees gave 
way. She collapsed down onto the bed, 
her breasts pressed flat into the hot water 
bottle. To her relief, the water was 
becoming slightly cooler, the heat being 
radiated into the bed. It was still very hot. 
She would be able to bear it for a while, 
just like earlier when he had balanced it 
upon her poor bottom. 

‘Stay there.” The man was looking at 
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his watch again, just as before. “Now you 
may realise the pain you caused...’ There 
was an all pervading silence in the small 
room. Tania, her bottom stinging and 
glowing with the assault of the cane, re- 
mained collapsed on top of the bed, the 
hot water bottle gradually warming her 
breasts towards a state of real discom- 
fort. Silently she agreed with the man. 
Deep down inside. Yes. Now she knew 
what it felt like. Not that her actions had 
been quite like this. Perhaps what she had 
done had been even worse because it was 
unjustified. At least she had to confess 
that there really was a reason why she 
should be lying in this small room in this 
dark daunting building, half-naked, with 
a strange old man considering her striped 
aching bottom. 

She made to get up. To remove her 
breasts from the rubber of the bottle. 
‘Stay still. I will count down from twen- 
ty secons. You may get up as soon as I 
start counting. But whatever number I 
speak as you move, that number of 
strokes will be applied to your bottom. ’ 

Tania began to cry. Her emotions, a 
mixture of anger, pain and a thousand 
other feelings. She forced herself to re- 
main against the bottle. The man began 
to count. He counted so slowly in a 
strange droning voice. There was just no 
way she could cope with another very 
long caning. But that bottle was so very 
hot...she finally gave in, and scrambled 
to her knees, pausing in her sobs to hear 
the number he was calling. ‘...Eleven. 
Ah. You have moved, Miss Price. 
Eleven strokes it will be...’ 

She was greatly relieved when she saw 
the man remove the bottle, slinging it on- 
to the carpet beside the bed. The 
bedclothes were hollowed slightly where 
the bottle had rested, and where the girl’s 
sweating limbs had lain. ‘Get up. Sit on 
the edge of the bed. Put your hands by 
your side...’ She obeyed instantly, know- 
ing her face was very flushed. Looking 
down, she saw her breasts were a deep 
rash of pink, ‘Now lean back...right 
back...’ He pushed her down, so that she 
was lying on her back on the bed with 
her bottom perched on the very edge. 
And then, to Tania’s continued shame, 
he took hold of her ankles, raising them, 
lifting her legs right up until her toes 
were pointing upwards towards the ceil- 
ing. ‘Link your hand behind your knees.’ 
The man’s orders were still so calm and 
precise. She wrapped her arms around 
her upper legs, linking her fingers for 
strength. Lying there, staring at the ceil- 
ing, she knew she was ready again for 
her punishment. ‘Good.’ He was flexing 
his evil cane again. ‘Good. Another 
perfect position.’ He raised the bamboo 
above her. This time she could see its tip 
quivering in the air. Waiting to strike. 
Ready to sizzle through the air towards 
her rudely exposed bottom. ‘Now how 
many did we agree?’ She whispered the- 
number. ‘Yes. Eleven strokes. And you 
will count each and every one of them...’ 
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he house is large, old, rambling. 
Gloomy. It is certainly gloomy to- 
day with the rain thudding steadi- 
ly down out of a leaden sky. An English 
summer. It was the same yesterday. On 
the TV yesterday there were people dy- 
ing from the heat in Greece. It made you 
sick. Cecily gazes blankly out of the 
French window, her nose close to the 
damp pane. The gardens, deep green 
under the blue-black sky, are distorted 
by rain on the glass, changing shape as 
the rivulets run down. Greece. When she 
was there people weren’t dying from the 
heat but it was hot all right. Gloriously 
hot. That was another world. 

Hardington Manor. Wiltshire. Pro- 
bably it was full of servants in the old 
days. All those little rooms up the second 
flight of stairs. Little tweeny maids. And 
the master of the house coming in...Or 
the butler...there is no butler now, as 
there are no tweeny maids. Those rooms 
are empty, or some of them storing old 
junk. She went up there yesterday and 
saw. The doors weren’t locked. Those 
empty rooms. Bare floorboards, cold, 
empty fireplaces. The fires would have 
been lit, blazing brightly. When the 
master came in. The tweeny maid 
trembling in spite of the fire. The 
master...like Mr Cosgrave... 

Mr Cosgrave. There are no tweeny 
maids now. There is only herself. Ceci- 
ly’s finger traces a pattern on the damp 
glass and then, thinking, she rubs it out. 
Mrs Batford. If Mrs Batford who is the 
housekeeper sees it and reports it to Mr 
Cosgrave...Mrs Batford would do that, 
she is that sort of person. She probably 
delights in the thought of Mr Cosgrave... 

Cecily examins the mark she has 
made. Will it show? A smeary mark 
when it dries? If it ever does dry with this 
bloody awful weather. Mrs Batford pro- 
bably creeps around the place with a 
magnifying glass. Looking for any little 
thing and then she can go to Mr Cosgrave 
and say...‘Oh!’ 

Her heart jumping. For a moment she 
thought it was Mrs Batford but Mrs Bat- 
ford has gene out to the shop. Unless she 
_ has come back already. But it isn’t Mrs 
Batford, it is Mr Griggs. Who has come 
silently in, crept up. Mr Griggs is the 
gardener/handyman. Mr Griggs... 

‘Ullo, young Cecily.’ 

“You gave me a fright,’ she says, tur- 
ning from the window. 

Mr Griggs is about the same age as Mr 
Cosgrave. Old. Fifty or so. He doesn’t 
look the same of course. Not smart with 
that wavy grey hair. Mr Griggs is most- 
ly bald, his clothes old, untidy. He is in 
his socks, she sees. That is how he crept 
up so silently. He has taken off his wet 
boots. Mr Griggs close up smells of old 
tobacco — and himself. 

“Wot you doin’ then, young Cess?’ His 
hands come out to her slim waist. 

‘Don’t.’ But Cecily doesn’t actually try 
to stop him. Mr Griggs could also report 
her to Mr Cosgrave, like Mrs Batford, 


if he wanted to. So she mustn’t get on 
the wrong side of him. And anyway she 
doesn’t actually dislike Mr Griggs. Even 
though he... 

‘Now don’t be all ‘oity-toity, young 
Cessy.’ 

‘I’m not. What’re you doing in here? 
You scared me.’ 

Cecily knows what he is going to do. 
Or can guess. She shivers. He did it 
yesterday. In the greenhouse. And the 
day before in the garden. The day before 
yesterday when for five minutes it wasn’t 
raining. The grass all wet on her bare feet 
and the sun almost coming out. In that 
corner behind the greenhouse. Mr 
Griggs...His hand...If I told, Cecily told 
herself, he would only deny it. Say she 
made it up. and then Mr Cosgrave 
would...he would have another excuse, 
a real one. So she hasn’t told. And she 
won’t tell today. If... 

‘Don’t,’ she whispers. But it is only 
a whisper and she is not doing anything 
to stop his hand. Which has come down. 
Down the front of her skirt to where her 
slim thighs start. The hand isn’t going 
down any further. His fingers pushing 
the thin material in between her thighs 
as his hand cups... 

‘Don’t...’ The sibilant whisper more 
urgent but not because Cecily is trying 


to stop Mr Griggs. She just stands there, 
her legs with a melty feeling. While... 

“You likes it. Eh?’ Mr Griggs voice a 
whisper too, though harsher. There is ex- 
citement, at what she is letting him do, 
but also a tingle of apprehension. Young 
Cecily is of course off limits. If Mr 
Cosgrave, or nosy Mrs Batford...But the 
house is empty on this wet and gloomy 
morning. Mrs Batford out shopping, the 
master gone visiting. George Griggs 
wouldn’t have come in the house after 
her if he thought anyone was about. But 
even So... 

The hand lets go and comes up. She’s 
got a lovely body and she likes it. Eigh- 
teen, that’s a hot age for a girl. His hand 
up above her waist this time. Up the front 
of the tee-shirt. No bra. Mr Cosgrave 
doesn’t believe in bras for girls who 
come here. He told Cecily that on her 
first day. It is an excellent rule as far as 
George Griggs is concerned. His hand 
squeezing a firm, unconstrained breast 
Cecily bites her lip. 


‘He’ll be back. If he finds you...’ 

Mr Griggs turns her, so she is facing 
the window again. Both hands have hold 
of her now, the tee-shirt yanked up and 
his two hands holding her firm, tits. 
Cecily’s nipples are sticking out, Mr 
Griggs’s fingers squeezing them. He is 
hard up against her back, with his smell, 
that old tobaccoey smell. And his hard- 
ness. Pushing into her bottom. His voice 
in her ear. 

‘I “ull say you egged me on, young 
Cecily. Cos you likes it so much. You’re 
a naughty girl. ‘E knows that. That’s 
why you’re ’ere, eh?’ An’ ‘e’ll jus give 
you another taste of it. ‘Is ’and. An’ that 
cane of ’is. On your bare bum. Eh?’ 

Cecily shivers. Mr Griggs hands...and 
the thought... 

“You don’t like that, eh? That cane...’ 


Cecily looks. At the girl in the mirror. 
A darkly pretty girl, slim in tee-shirt and 
skirt, white ankle socks, black high 
heels. In the thin white tee-shirt you can 
see the girl’s nipples sticking out. 
Because Mr Cosgrave doesn’t allow bras 
and because she is dead scared. That 
makes them stick out, when you are 
scared. The same as when Mr Griggs 
mauls them or gets his hand between 
your legs. But now it is fear. Because she 
knows...scared and shivery in this room 
with the mirror. Where Mr Cosgrave 
always... 

Somehow he knows about Mr 
Griggs... 

The girl in the mirror makes a face at 
her. A silly face because she is scared 
and can’t think of anything else to do. 
He likes to keep you waiting when he 
sends you here. So you can think about 
it, it can grow and grow in your mind. 
And when he does come in...you are 
almost...wetting your pants. 

How does he know about Mr Griggs? 

It must have been Mrs Batford. Sneak- 
ing around, her sharp eyes missing 
nothing. ‘I’m watching you, my girl.’ 
But when? Not today, this morning, in 
the dining room. She was out, at the 
shop. Unless she somehow sneaked back 
and came in, the gloomy house under the 
steady rain that was empty except for 
Cecily and Mr Griggs in the dining 
room. Cecily saying ‘Don’t!’ but not 
stopping Mr Griggs. She couldn’t help 
it. And when you are like that, Mr 
Griggs has got you all...hot and throbb- 
ing...you are not thinking of anything 
else, not thinking if Mrs Batford might 
have come back in and... 

Or it could have been one of the other 
times. Out in the garden. The 
greenhouse. But if it had Mr Cosgrave 
would have had her in here before. In 
this room with the mirror cupboard. 


The girl in the mirror reaches out to - 


her, then violently sways. And disap- 
pears. Behind the open door the cup- 
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board is piled high with books. She 
reaches to take one down. She has open- 
ed the cupboard before when she was in 
here. The need for something to do when 
Mr Cosgrave is keeping her waiting, 
keeping her on tenterhooks, her knees all 
shaky and with that sharp, darting need 
to go to the loo. 

She has been in here, the room with 
the mirror, four times before. Not 
because of Mr Griggs. Other things: be- 
ing cheeky, according to Mrs Batford; 
not doing the washing-up properly. Not 
so serious things, you could certainly 
say. Not as serious as Mr Griggs. 
Nothing like. Especially when you have 
been sent here to this dreadful house for 
just that sort of thing. So this 
time... There is every reason to be scared 
this time. To feel that urgent need to go 
to the loo. Mr Cosgrave will be a whole 
lot worse this time. If he did all that those 
other times just for a little bit of cheek. 

Cecily puts the book back on the pile. 
A life of some boring old person. She 
closes the door and the girl swings back 
to confront her. The girl is looking even 
scared-ier now. Her hand goes briefly 
down, to where Mr Griggs had his hand 
on those three occasions. Rubbing her, 
getting all gooey. And then...Oh Christ. 
She does need to go... 

Mr Cosgrave’s voice when he said, 
“You know why, Cecily. Mr Griggs.’ 

Yes he is really going to let her have 
it this time. 

She is sitting on the chair when he 
comes in. Thinking for some reason of 
all those little tweeny maids that were 
here. Sitting in their little rooms with 
perhaps the fire crackling in the grate but 
still shivering because they are waiting 
for the master or perhaps the butler to 
come in for them. With a cane...and then 
after that...outside it is probably raining, 
a steady downpour like today. 

Mr Cosgrave barks, ‘Stand up, you 
delinquent creature!’ 

And then he tells Cecily to take her 
clothes off. Everything off except she can 
keep on the ankle socks and the black 
high heels. 

Jumping up she looks at him open- 
mouthed. All her clothes. On the other 
occasions he has just made her take her 
knickers down. Bend over the chair with 
her knickers down and her skirt up so 
that her bottom is bare, for a spanking 
and then the cane. But...all her clothes... 

‘Get them off, Cecily. You clearly 
need something you will remember. Get 
everything off.’ 

Mr Cosgrave hisses that if she doesn’t 
get stripped right away she will get a 
double dose. Or triple. He is really, real- 
ly mad. Cecily doesn’t even dare ask if 
she can have a sec to go to the loo, even 
though she wants to go. She is clearly go- 
ing to really get it. Oh Jesus. ‘You 
unspeakable girl,’ he rasps. 

As Cecily’s trembling hands remove 
her things it is clear from the angry 
words Mr Cosgrave barks out that it was 


this morning. Mrs Batford. She must 
have come sneaking back, to watch 
through the partially open door. Oh 
Christ. That thought is almost as bad as 
this and what is to come. Mrs Batford 
watching as Mr Griggs gets her knickers 
down and those devilish fingers bring her 
off. Mrs Batford hearing her throaty 
gasps and squeals...and then telling Mr 
Cosgrave... 

Her skirt and then her knickers. The 
white tee-shirt. Cecily is nude, her slim, 
pale shape with the pink nipples and 
black fuzzy bush exposed to Mr 
Cosgrave’s angry gaze. She is made to 
take her hands away from those places: 
the high pointy breasts, her groin. Stand 
straight with her arms at her sides. And 
then she has to get up on the chair. Not 
bend over it like before but kneel on the 
seat, facing the back. There is a slight 
relief that she is not standing there show- 
ing herself, but it is really just as bad. 
Kneeling up with her bottom thrust out. 
He can see... 

Mr Cosgrave coming in close grabs 
her. Gripping Cecily’s upper body, 
pushing her head down, so that her bot- 
tom is stuck out even more. A spanking 
first. He always gives her a spanking 
first. After that... 

Gladys Batford in her kitchen looking 
out at the steadily falling rain and imagin- 
ing it. Mr Cosgrave giving her what for, 
what she deserves. Disgusting randy 
young creature. Letting him...well you 
can’t blame that George, not really. A 
man will be after a girl, it’s in his nature, 
and if she lets him, encourages him. 
What can you expect? She knew 
something was most likely going on, did 
Gladys Batford. Well, you could see it 
writ all over that young hussy’s face. Mr 
Cosgrave...he’d probably have the cane 
out now. That is one thing you can say 
for the master, he knows how to use the 
cane on a girl. Gladys glances up at the 
ceiling, a quizzical look on her face. Yes, 
perhaps she will. That landing needs 
dusting. You know that girl won’t do 
anything properly. Yes, go up and do a 
bit of dusting. Up there... 

Up there you'll be able to hear the 
frantic yelps. Lovely. 

Mind you, she’ll be yelling now but 
that George’ll be after her again. Or 
rather she’ll be encouraging him again. 
When a girl’s like that you can’t really 
stop her. She’ll be at it again, oh yes. 

George Griggs, in the greenhouse, also 
looking out at the rain. A steady stream 
clattering off the roof. Nice weather for 
ducks, he things. But mostly he is think- 
ing of Cecily. Not thinking of her in that 
room, though, because George Griggs 
does not know what is now taking place, 
at this moment. Cecily kneeling nude on 
the chair and Mr Cosgrave’s cane slic- 
ing into her bare bottom. The frantic 
yells filling that room with the mirror can 
clearly be heard on the landing outside. 
But naturally not out here in the 
greenhouse. 
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THE 
NURSERY 
POSITION 


he following morning, young 

Tania was woken by the clatter of 

a metal tray beside her pillow. She 
jumped, her body still very nervy from 
the experiences of the previous day. 
Through blurred eyes she saw another 
young face. ‘Please...wake up...’ The 
girl shook Tania very gently by the 
shoulder. ‘This is your breakfast. You 
must eat and then get dressed. And then 
it will be your bathtime...’ Before the 
sleepy Tania could engage the maid in 
any form of conversation, she left, clos- 
ing the door very quietly and carefully 
behind her. 

A gentle tap on the door. Tania was 
still getting dressed, attempting to 
squeeze her poor bottom into that 
ridiculous bib and shorts set. Since the 
caning of the previous evening her bot- 
tom felt even rounder than usual. And it 
still felt sore, though a quick inspection 
in the mirror failed to reveal any real 
marks. The door opened. It was the 
young girl again. She reached down and 
picked up the tray. ‘It is your bathtime. 
Please go to the bathroom. It is the last 
door along the corridor on the right...’ 
Once again, the maid almost tiptoed out 
of the room and closed the door softly 
behind her. 

Tania followed the directions. If she 
refused, she knew by now that it would 
be her bottom which would pay. And she 
was beginning to discover that these 
awful people had no shortage of ideas 
and techniques and implements with 
which to punish the bottoms of young 
girls. Perhaps today would be different. 
Perhaps the first day had been the ‘short 
sharp shock’ which everyone talked 
about. Now things would be different. 
They would treat her like a young adult. 
And all this taking down of her knickers, 
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and bending her across beds and tables 
would cease. She turned right at the end 
of the passageway. She could feel the 
warmth and the steam of the bathroom, 
and the sound of running water. At first 
she thought the young maid had run the 


bath for her, and would be waiting with | 


a set of soft long bath towels. She open- 
ed the door and smiled. By the side of 
the bath, seated on a simple bathroom 
-chair, she suddenly saw a youngish look- 
ing man, his shirt sleeves rolled up. He 
smiled back. ‘Good mornirg Miss Price. 


I am here to bath you.’ 

Tania tried to retreat. She was shak- 
ing her head. ‘Oh no. Oh no. I can bath 
myself. I don’t need anyone...’ But the 
man was getting up and walking across 
to her. “At the Manor, Miss Price, you 
obey each and every instruction. And on 
this occasion, I WILL bath you.’ He 
pushed shut the door behind her, pushing 
her further into the small room. She 
heard the bolt being slid into place. ‘Now 
get undressed please. Your water is 
ready.’ She stared at him, still shaking 


her head. ‘Get undressed? In front of...of 
you?’ The man folded his arms. ‘This 
could take all day, Miss Price, if you per- 
sist in arguing.” He unfastened the bib 
of her shorts, letting it drop down for- 
ward. ‘Your lessons today will be call- 
ed the Nursey Class. It is an attempt to 
demonstrate to you that childish 
behaviour in teenage girls can be treated 
most effectively by taking the miscreant 
back to her nursery days. Hence the 
clothes, Miss Price. Little shorts and a 
bib. Childish clothes hiding the body of 


a young woman. He put his bare arm 
around her, tugging the tight shorts up 
a little higher, exposing a few more in- 
ches of her right thigh. And then he slap- 
ped her, high up, across the girlish flesh 
he had exposed. ‘Now please remove 
your shorts, Miss Price, immediately, 
before we have to resort to firmer 
methods.’ 

Only moments before, Tania had 
struggled into the wretched clothes. 
Now, once again, she was undressing. 
She unbuttened them at the waist, and 


pushed them down until they rested 
around her knees. ‘Right down, please, 
child.’ She leaned forward, feeling very 
awkward and flustered in front of this 
man, in such claustrophobic surroun- 
dings. She pushed the shorts down to her 
ankles and stepped out of them. ‘Pick 
them up and hand them to me, neatly 
folded.’ His words made her blush. He 
was talking down to her. Quite 
deliberately. Making her feel just two 
feet high. A naughty child who couldn’t 
be trusted. A naughty child who needed 
to be supervised even when she was un- 
dressing. Even when it was her morning 
bathtime. 

She folded the shorts quickly and held 
them out to him. He took them from her. 
‘Hands on head, child. Let’s take a look 
at you.” She stretched her arms upwards, 
and assumed a position which was 
becoming all too familiar to her. A well- 
endowed girl of nineteen years. In just 
a flimsy cotton tee-shirt and even flim- 
sier knickers. And nothing else. Standing 
with her hands on her head while this 
man smiled at her and looked at her and 
turned her round so that he could look 
at her bottom and her thighs and the 
backs of those long legs... “Now repeat 
after me...I am a naughty little girl...’ 
Tania wished the earth would open 
beneath her and swallow her up and end 
this awful experience. ‘I am a naughty 
little girl...’ she echoed. ‘...And I must 
be punished for all my naughtiness...’ 

From the shelf beside the bath, the man 
produced a tape-measure. He held it 
against the girl. ‘How tall are you, Miss 
Price? I’m sure you know?’ Tania guess- 
ed she was about 5’7” or 5’8”. The man 
nodded in agreement. “Yes. Your legs 
make you look taller, don’t they?’ He 
stood right in front of her. “Lift your tee- 
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shirt up please. I wish to measure your 
breasts...’ Still burning wiith embarrass- 
ment, Tania crossed her arms in front of 
her, took hold of the hem of the shirt and 
pulled it up until her breasts bobbed into 
view. 

“Yes. My colleague commented on 
your breasts at our meeting this morn- 
ing.’ He slipped the tape measure bet- 
ween the tee-shirt and the girl’s skin and 
read the measurement without further 
comment. ‘And your bottom. A most 


as 


useful measurement. Please slip your 
knickers down...’ In a second of total 
confusion, Tania refused. Somehow the 
bare-bottomed punishments of the past 
twenty four hours had been bad enough. 
But at least the man was elderly and ob- 
viously quite senior. A magistrate or 
something. As she had lain on her bed, 
waiting for the cane, somehow the man’s 
age had eased the situation. Ass if he had 
great experience and _ responsibility 
relating to naughty young ladies. But this 


younger man...In another place and 
another time, she would even think of 
him as rather good-looking. The sort she 
wouldn’t mind bumping into on a dark 
night when she wanted something male 
and warm next to her. To consider this 
man punishing her. Telling her to take 
her knickers down so that he could 
measure how big her bare bottom was. 
It was all too insulting. Too terrible. She 
just wouldn’t do it. Even if it meant go- 
ing home and going into that court. ‘No.’ 


She looked at him. ‘No I won’t. Sod your 
tape measure.’ 

She ran to the door and started fumbIl- 
ing with the lock. “Even if that old man 
canes me again...’ She glanced back over 
her shoulder, expecting the man to be 
coming towards her. *...I don’t care. I’m 
not undressing here...not in front of 
you...and you’re not going to bath 
me...It’s...It’s...obscene...’ She surpris- 
ed herself at her clarity of thought and 
the boldness of her actions, knowing that 


she would be punished dreadfully. 
Assuming that the older man would up- 
end her across her bed again and cane 
her, hard. 

The bolt refused to move. She tugged 
at it with a violent panicky action. The 
younger man was sitting down, on the 
chair beside the bath. He let her go on 
wrestling with the door, watching the 
twin globes of her nicely rounded bot- 
tom jostling up and down beneath the thin 
white knickers as she pushed and pulled 


and twisted at the lock. ‘You silly little 
girl.’ She stopped in her tracks and turn- 
ed to look at him. He was shaking his 
head and smiling a cynical condescen- 
ding sort of smile. ‘You silly stupid 
child.” She felt like shouting at him 
again. Telling him she was not a child. 
Reminding him that she was a well- 
developed young adult. ‘Come here. I 
have the key. You won’t be leaving quite 
yet. And the Senior Tutor is unavailable 
this morning, even for caning...’ 
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He waited, tapping his lap with his 
hand, softly and pointing with his other 
hand to the bath mat. Tania continued to 
shake her head. ‘No...no...It’s 
wrong...you probably want to...to...’ 
The man offered a few suggestions. 
“Rape you?’ She coloured to the point of 
feeling faint with the blush of her embar- 
rassment. And he just continued to shake 
his head and smile at her. ‘I assure you, 
I am well trained in dealing with naughty 
young girls. And I really think we have 
had enough of your childish nonsense.’ 
He stood up, stepped just three short 
steps across the room to where the girl 
was still leaning against the closed door. 
‘The facts of your case are quite simple, 
young lady. Appalling behaviour in- 
cluding actions which have caused suf- 
fering to other people. NO excuse. A 
simple case of criminal activities for 
which you should be treated like a 
criminal.’ He secured a firm grip around 
the waistband of her knickers, screwing 
the elastic tight in his hand. ‘But here at 
the Manor, one last chance. We prefer 
to treat you as a disobedient child. And 
we have the perfect remedy for childish 
disobedience. Naughtiness is no great 
problem. I have dealt with many 
such...children...’ He lifted her, until she 
was almost raised above the bathroom 
carpet, her bare toes tilted downwards 
scrabbling to reach the floor. He was 
simply holding her knickers, the taut 
white fabric now carrying her full weight 
as she hung there, the narrow bands of 
white insinuating themselves between her 
bottom cheeks. He led her back towards 
the bath, sat down, and deposited her 
face-down across his knee. ‘This is 
always described as the nursery position, 
Miss Price. Most appropriate, consider- 
ing the circumstances.’ 

Her little knickers were disposed of. 
It took no time at all to denude her of 
them, slipping them down her long bare 
limbs and off over her ankles. He tossed 
them across to the corner of the small 
steam-filled room. ‘Now my lass, to get 
you into the exact position...’ He tapped 
one of her bared bottom cheeks, quite 
gently, watching the flesh wobble with 
a pertinent resilience. He lifted her fur- 
ther across his knees, until her ample bot- 
tom was perched right on top of his right 
knee. By raising his leg he could lift her 
bottom even higher, her legs parting as 
he lifted. ‘Perfect!’ The man sounded 
most enthusiastic about his work. Tania 
felt her hands being secured in his tight 
grasp. In comparison with her hot 
sweating palms, the man’s hands felt 
very dry and cool and commanding. And 
she discovered that, no matter how she 
wriggled, she was unable to move. She 
was held, firmly across this man’s lap, 
with her bared bottom offered on display 
for his eyes and his deliberations. 

She found herself wondering about the 
other girls who had found themselves 
across this man’s knees. And of their bot- 
toms, bared no doubt, for this man’s 
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pleasure. What was he thinking, right 
now, as he looked at her and followed 
the contours of her bottom curves with 
his eyes, and occasionally the palm of his 
hand? Was he. comparing her with 
another girl? Was she so much sillier and 
childish compared with the others? 
Perhaps he had fancied some of the 
others; because they had behaved 
themselves. Because they had shown him 
what he wanted to see. Perhaps he still 
met some of them. Those who had pleas- 


ed him. She wondered what the man real- 
ly liked. She knew her bottom was well 
nigh perfect. Numerous male admirers 
had told her as much. And her legs. 
Perfectly shaped. 

Just slim enough and slender enough 
to match the contours of her bottom. 


Perhaps he wanted to _ see 
everything...All her girlish secrets. Just 
like the older man had said on the 
previous evening. About discovering a 
girl’s real hair colour...To her own hor- 


ror and disgust, Tania found herself 
slowly opening her legs, transferring the 
weight of her hips very gently from one 
side to the other over the man’s knee. 
The man assisted her, slipping his fingers 
between her legs. ‘An interesting pro- 
blem, Miss Price...” She paused in her 
subtle movements and the man noticed 
immediately. “We have here a young 
woman who believes she can entice a 
man with the shape of her bottom, and 
by wantonly exposing herself to him.’ As 
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if to stress his argument, he casually 
parted her buttocks with two fingers. 
‘I’ve seen it all before. Miss Price. 
You’re very typical, as nineteen year 
olds go.’ 

He tilted her forward again, very 
slightly, but enough to make Tania rest 
her head against the cork-topped stool. 
‘But we are not dealing with a wanton 
young woman at present. I have before 
me a naughty little girl. And she is about 
to have her bottom smacked.’ 

He was as good as his promise. He 
smacked her bottom. Nothing very 
sophisticated. No caning. No strap or 
belt or slipper or birch or any other 
serious punishment. Just a straightfor- 
ward smacking of a naughty child’s 
bared bottom. He smacked her loudly, 
his open palm slapping firmly across her 
bottom, across one cheek and then the 
other, establishing a kind of awful 
routine as the girl wobbled backwards 
and forwards, riding the man’s knees. 
She gasped and sighed as the first firm 
slaps fell, and then those sighs became 
louder and more urgent yelis. Later, as 
the smacking continued and Tania had 
lost all idea of time or the number of 
smacks which had fallen across her bot- 
tom, the squeaks and yells became louder 
and her long legs began to kick wildly 
against the steamy air of the bathroom. 
Still he continued, applying his firm hand 
to every round inch of her ample bottom 
and the soft fleshy roundness at the very 
top of her thighs. She shouted at him and 
pleaded with him to stop. She tried to 
pull her hands away from his grasp so 
she could protect her punished bottom. 
She threw her head from side to side, and 
then dropped it to rest against the com- 
forting soft cork of the stool. Finally he 
stopped, her bottom virtually alight. He 
made her stand up. And he told her, once 
again, she was a naughty little girl. 
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FA 
EXCHANGE 


The sun glanced on the waves as 
Margriet gazed off the stern of the 
ferry. The exchange visit with Susan 
would be a bit of an adventure. She 
knew Susan’s family, and had had a 
great week there at Easter. This sum- 
mer visit would be even more fun, 
they had agreed. Work would 
definitely take second place to 
pleasure. 


Docking at Harwich, she couldn’t 
wait to get through customs and im- 
migration. And there they were: 
Susan, her younger sister Penny, and 
her mum. No sign of Mr Davies, 
though. 


Greetings over, the drive up to the 
family home in Norfolk was full of 
chatter. Susan was looking forward to 
visiting Margriet’s family in Holland 
next Easter vacation, and they were 
already busy planning their itinerary 
for a tour of the Netherlands. 


‘What about this trip, Margriet?’ asked 
Susan’s mother. 


‘Lots to do here, Mrs Davies, it'll be 
fun.’ 


‘I hope so, dear.’ 
28 


It was amazing how quickly the girls 
slipped into a routine. Margriet was 
encouraged to speak English all the 
time with the family. Not really a pro- 
blem as it was her second language  _ 
anyway. But Susan was keener to 
learn more Dutch, and they spent 
hysterical hours attempting conversa- 
tion in their rooms, Susan’s grasp of 
Dutch being considerably less sure 
that Margriet’s of English. 


The freedom Margriet enjoyed at her 
own home felt slightly restricted by 
Mr Davies clock-watching insistence 
on punctuality and — in particular — 
his determination to get them back 
from Norwich before eleven at night. 


It was bound to lead to a clash, and it 
was Susan’s backside which caught 
the brunt of her father’s irritation the 
morning after they had got home at one’ 
a.m. Margriet could hear her friends 
voice raised in protest in her father’s 
study, followed by a short silence and 
the unfamiliar sound of cane on ex- 
posed rump. Four times the short sigh 
of its journey was followed by the 
crisp impact as it hugged Susan’s 
bared bottom, bent tightly over the 
back of his armchair. 


She almost ran from the room, 
crashing into Margriet in the corridor. 
Grasping at her wounded posterior 
under the skirt, Susan made straight 
for her room, followed by an 
understandably anxious Margriet. It 
had, after all, been Margriet’s idea to 
stay on with the group who went on 
to the disco. And now her friend had 
suffered for it. 


Lying on her tummy, Susan drummed 
her feet furiously on the duvet. 


‘Can I have a look?’ Half concern, 
half morbid interest in the effect the 
beating had had on Susan’s bottom. 


‘Be my guest!’ 

Margriet lifted Susan’s skirt and gently 
pulled her knickers down off the ripe 
curves. 

‘Owwwweeee!’ Margriet exclaimed, 

and gingerly fingered the ridged welts 
running across both cheeks. Susan , 
flinched. i 
‘He must have been hitting hard.’ 
‘He always does.’ 

“What, you’ve had it before?’ 

‘Quite a few times.’ 

Margriet counted the strokes: ; 


‘One...two...three, that’s overlapped 
the other one...and that must be four. 
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Does it hurt really bad?’ 


‘Pretty bad.’ Susan lied. Really bad 
was about it. Like being whipped with 
a red hot piece of wire. 


‘Want me to rub some oil onto it?’ 


Margriet gently massaged the striped 
globes with Johnson’s baby oil, and 
Susan moaned — half-pain, half 
pleasure — as her friend ran her 
fingers gently from side to side and 
down to her crotch. She did not pro- 
test when Margriet cupped her hand 
between her legs, the fingers reaching 
below to prise apart the labial folds, 
slipping in to caress and stimulate. 


Masturbation was not new to Susan, 
but he novelty of third-party stimula- 
tion was something she had not ex- 
perienced before. She writhed on 
Margriet’s hand until, with a shudder- 
ing, buttock-clenching gasp, she 
climaxed. The pain in her backside 
had long-since subsided, until Margriet 
slapped it, quite hard: 


“You naughty girl,’ she mocked. 
‘Smacked bum for you!’ 


‘It’s you who should be getting the 
smacked bum, you sod!’ 


‘Go ahead if you want. I’m really 
responsible for what happened. So it’s 
fair.’ 


Susan rolled over and stood by the 
bed, pulling her knickers up in one 
swift movement: ‘Yeah, you deserve a 
good whacking. And I’ve had my 
medicine. Take your shorts down and 
we'll see how you like it!’ 


Margriet giggled, and pushed the 
magenta-hued shorts down to her 
knees before lying over Susan’s lap as 
she sat on the edge of the bed, tapp- 
ing her knees. 


‘Lift up,’ Susan ordered as she pulled 
the knickers down to mid-thigh. The 
sight of those twi defenceless moons 
gave Susan an exciting feeling of 
authority and power. She lay the palm 
of her hand on Margriet’s right cheek 
and felt the coolness of her flesh. 
She’d soon change that Dutch cool in- 
to British hot. 


‘Tm going to give you a spanking you 
won't forget in a hurry, my girl...and 
boy do you deserve it!’ 


‘Yes, Miss,’ agreed Margriet with 
another giggle. 


Susan had delivered only two slaps to 
her friend’s bared extremity when the 
door was flung open and her father 
stood there, eyes blazing. 
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‘Just what in hell is going on in here?’ 
he demanded. The girls were too 
stunned to respond, as Margriet at- 
tempted to get up from her prone 
position. 


“Your mother tells me that it was 
Margriet’s idea to stay on late, and 
that you couldn’t dissuade her. Is that 
true?’ 


"Well. dad. ef...” 
‘Is it?’ 


“Yes, Mr Davies, it was my fault,’ 
conceded Margriet, pulling her 
knickers and shorts up in embarrassed 
haste. 


‘Right, well why didn’t you own up 
in the first place?’ 


‘I didn’t realise...’ 


‘Back to your own room, young lady, 
and wait for me there,’ he ordered. 


‘But dad...!’ Susan’s voice protested 
weakly. 


Margriet did not have long to wait. 
Mr Davies strode into her bedroom 
clutching the dreaded springy cane, 
and shut the door firmly behind him. 


‘Now then, young lady...it’s time you 
learned that we reward honesty in 
this house, and punish deceitfulness.’ 


Margriet looked suddenly very young 
and vulnerable, her blonde hair 
highlighted by the sun streaming 
through the window behind her, to 
create a strange halo effect, emphasis- 
ing her figure. The pale blue top and 
the shorts, in combination with the 
white ankle socks, confirmed her 
youth. Her body confirmed her 
maturity. 


Mr Davies sat on the bed. ‘Get your 
shorts and pants down, Margriet. A 
spanking was obviously what Susan 
had planned. And a spanking is what 
we will begin with. Over my knee if 
you please.’ 


It took the Dutch girl embarrassed 
seconds to peel down shorts and 
knickers and lie over his lap. His hand 
felt rougher, and considerably larger, 
than Susan’s. It would no doubt hurt 
proportionately more. 


He slapped her right buttock lightly, 
and saw it quiver: ‘Move further up.’ 
She clenched her cheeks and shuffled 
further onto his lap. The first proper 
smack caught her by surprise. It was 
harder than she had expected. And a 
great deal harder than Susan's ten- © 
tative slaps. The tattoo of spanks 
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built, alternating from side to side, 
until her entire rump glowed 
furiously. 


Her breathing became laboured as she 
fought to resist the urge to cry out. 
She was determined to show him she 
could take it, but the prospect was 
becoming more and more difficult. 
Her refusal to admit that it was hur- 
ting a great deal, she could not have 
known would only lead her on to 
phase two of her punishment. 


‘Get up!’ he ordered. She looked at 
the buttons on his blazer to avoid cat- 
ching his eye. He was a great deal 
taller than her, in any case, but she 
didn’t want to meet his glare. 


‘Lie on the bed.’ He pushed the two 
pillows into the centre so that as she 
lay down her tummy and bottom 
were forced higher into the air. She 
heard, rather than saw, the cane being 
picked up and swished through the 
air. Her buttocks clenched 
involuntarily. 


‘Now you're going to see what the 
cane feels like, Margriet. Don’t tense 
up like that: it'll make you bruise.’ 


‘Not too hard, Mr Davies, please...’ 
He realised that she was genuinely 
alarmed at the impending beating. The 
spanking had been merely a prelude. 
The central movement of the piece 
was still to come. 


‘Six of the best, Margriet. You're old 
enough to take it. Ready?’ 


‘I think so.’ Her bottom wriggled and 
tensed a couple of times, and the cane 
sliced down to bury itself in the 
generous European softness. It sprang 
back, satisfied, job done, and Margriet 
moaned and clenched her teeth. The 
line of pain became brilliantly evident 
in a matter of seconds. 


The cane scythed down a further five 
times, each stroke deliberately 
calculated and carefully placed, until 
her bottom bore the requisite six 
tramlines of justice. Knuckles white 
where they gripped the bedclothes, 
Margriet sobbed gently into the 
covers. 


She barely heard the click of the door 
shutting. Or the creak of it reopening 
as her friend came in, clutching that 
same bottle of baby oil. She felt the 
cool smoothness of the fluid in the 
small of her back, and the gentle 
strokes of Susan’s fingers as she 
caressed the lotion lower onto the 
burning curves. She wriggled her legs 
apart, and it was a matter of time _ 
before pain was replaced by glorious, 
explosive pleasure. 
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r Baxter, on the phone said, 
M ‘Ah Mrs Canfield: I wonder if 

you can help. We’ve got some- 
one coming up from headquarters. 
Rather an important man, and he’s go- 
ing to want some typing help. I was 
wondering if you could oblige. It’Il mean 
overtime. Saturday I’m afraid, but she’ll 
get paid of course and I can probably ar- 
range an extra emergency duties 
payment.’ 

Mr Baxter was deputy head of the 
regional office and so naturally Jean Can- 
field, in charge of the typing pool, could 
help. ‘I’m sure we can find someone,’ 
she said. A couple of the women didn’t 
mind a Saturday. Freda James... 

‘That...ah...Susan Bingham,’ Mr Bax- 
ter’s voice said. ‘I rather thought...she 
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did some work for me recently and did 
a very good job. Although of course all 
your girls are very competent.’ 

Freda James was in her 40s, quick and 
efficient, probably the best in the pool. 
Susan Bingham on the other hand was 
capable but not nearly as good as Freda. 
Susan if she was under pressure made 
mistakes. But...Susan was just 20, a very 
pretty girl. 

Jean said, ‘Well...I1’m not sure. 
Susan’s probably not the first choice. If 
this is important.’ 

‘Oh I feel sure she can do it. Can I 
perhaps have a word with her?’ 


* * * 


Susan frowned into the mirror. She 
could have done without this Saturday 
stint. Gavin, her boyfriend, had said, 
‘Well why don’t you tell him then?’ She 
and Gavin had been going out for the 


day. But you couldn’t say that. He was _ 


very important, Jean Canfield said. And 
Mr Baxter himself had called her into his 
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room and said the same thing. Susan 
frowned again. She knew Freda James 
didn’t mind Saturdays. She had mention- 
ed Freda but Mrs Canfield had said, ‘Oh 
I’m not sure if she’s available.’ 

Susan turned away from the mirror. 
She had better get ready, she was due at 
the office at 9.30. For this Mr Bloody 
Kelver. He must be important, Mr Bax- 
ter had even told her what to wear. 
‘Something smart, Susan. Mr Kelver’s 
from London. We don’t want him to 
think we’re hicks in the sticks, do we?’ 
A little laugh from Mr Baxter who then 
said, ‘A smart dress...and some smart 
high heels.’ 

Mr Baxter was there, at the office, 
when she went in. He had given her a 
key because there was normally no one 
in on a Saturday but here was Mr Bax- 
ter himself. Presumably he had to meet 
this big-wig Mr Kelver, have discussions 
with him. Susan was feeling nervous. 
She did get nervous, when it was a rush 
job or something important needed. Why 
hadn’t Freda been able to do it. Freda 
had been available. Susan had mention- 
ed it to her and she hadn’t been asked. 
Why did she have to do it? She should 
have been out with Gavin, they had been 
going to drive to the coast. 

Susan followed Mr Baxter to his of- 
fice. Slipped off her coat. Mr Baxter 
quickly looking her over. Nodding ap- 
provingly. ‘Nice. That’s a nice dress. 
But...” He seemed rather embarrassed. 

‘Those tights. They are tights?’ 

Yes she had tights on. Ordinary light 
beige tights. If he hadn’t gone on about 
being smart Susan would probably have 
come bare-legged. It was quite warm. 

Mr Baxter clearly was embarrassed 
now, in spite of him being deputy head 
of the office. “Well...you could have put 
on something slightly smarter in that 
respect. You know...’ What was he talk- 
ing about. Mr Baxter, trying to smile, 
produced something. What? 

A pair of stockings. Nylons. White 
with a fancy lacy pattern. And a white 
suspender belt. Susan’s eyes widening. 
‘Put these on instead. I mean we want 
to look smart, don’t we?’ 

Susan couldn’t believe it. For a mo- 
ment just standing there looking at what 
Mr Baxter was holding out. Her face 
pinkening. With an abrupt movement Mr 
Baxter put the stockings and suspender 
belt in her hand and turned away. ‘Go 
and put them on.’ His voice firmer now. 
He had done what he had to do. ‘I should 
be sharp, he’ll be here at any moment.’ 

In the ladies. Doing it. Lifting her 
dress and slipping off her tights. Fasten- 
ing on the suspender belt. Susan’s head 
all fuzzy. Why could Mr Baxter want...? 
But she was doing it. Pulling on the 
glamorous nylons. Fastening the tops to 
the straps of the satin suspender belt. 
Why...? 

Mr Kelver. He was there when she got . 
back to Mr Baxter’s office. Not very tall. 
Bald-headed. Glasses. Sharp eyes behind 
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the glasses focussing on her as she 
entered the room. It was Mr Baxter who 
spoke. He sounded embarrassed again. 

‘Susan, this is Mr Kelver, from head 
office. Susan Bingham who’s in our typ- 
ing pool and who’s_ kindly 
volunteered...Susan, Mr Kelver..’ 

Mr Baxter’s words rolled over her. 
Like the nylons and suspender belt they 
were difficult to take in. But...things 
weren’t quite ready for Mr Kelver. The 
work he and Mr Baxter had to do. And 
so....why didn’t Susan go out with Mr 
Kelver and get acquainted for half an 
hour or so? In his car. A nice little drive 
on this lovely morning. 

Of course he wasn’t asking if she 
wanted to, he was telling her. Mr Kelver 
gave Susan a grin. Those glinting eyes 
on her. ‘Just the ticket,’ he said. Mov- 
ing forward he took hold of Susan’s bare 
arm and squeezed. She let out a little 
gasp. 

In his car. It was difficult to believe 
she wasn’t in some sort of dream. She 
should have been in Gavin’s old Ford but 
here she was in this big new Rover. 
Wearing sexy stockings and a suspender 
belt. With this Mr Kelver who made her 
shiver. He had got in next to her, behind 
the wheel. Turning to her with another 
of those grins. A greedy grin. 

‘Isn’t this nice. Eh? A marvellous mor- 
ning. And I never imagined your Mr 
Baxter would be able to find me such a 
lovely girl.’ 

His hand came over onto Susan’s knee. 
Partly on lacy white nylon and partly the 
silky material of her best black dress. 
The hand squeezed. ‘And I really love 
these stockings.’ 

No she couldn’t believe it. Or rather 
she could but didn’t want to. Mr Baxter 
wanted...Susan shied away from think- 
ing what he might want. But it couldn’t 
be just typing. That was why they hadn’t 
wanted Freda James. Mr Baxter — and 
Jean Cranfield — had set her up for this. 
Mr Baxter handing her the nylons and 
suspender belt, his voice all 
embarrassed. 

They were driving now. Mr Kelver 
had squeezed her knee and let go. He 
wanted to go out in the country. Asking 
her where. He wanted a nice quiet place 
where they could stop and enjoy the 
country air. She must know somewhere. 
His face grinning across at her. 
Somewhere where she went with her 
boyfriend. ‘For a little bit of canoodling, 
eh Susan?’ Not looking at him, looking 
at the road, but with her cheeks pink she 
said there wasn’t really anywhere. Not 
close, not in just half an hour. 

Mr Kelver said, “Oh don’t worry about 
that. I’ve an easy schedule. We’ve got 
all morning.’ His hand was down on her 
knee again. ‘All morning to get 
acquainted. ’ 

This time the hand stayed there. Could 
she push it away? Susan decided she 
couldn’t. It wasn’t just any old man’s 
hand it was this very important Mr 
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Kelver from London. Her heart was 
hammering away. Susan told herself a 
hand on her knee...wasn’t that awful. 
The hand moved up. 

Susan had no option but to direct him 
somewhere. A place where she had been 
with Gavin. In a wood. Well what choice 
did she have? And perhaps...Mr Kelver 
only wanted to talk. To chat. He couldn ’t 
really want anything else. He couldn’t 
want... 

In the wood. Tall pine trees blocking 
out most of the sun. Cool and private. 
No one else seemed to come here. This 
little track that wandered off deep into 
the trees. She should have thought of 
somewhere else, somewhere where you 
did see other cars. Not here where she 
came with Gavin. Where usually they 
went off into the wood with a blanket and 
then... 

The car coming to a stop. Mr Kelver 
turning, with his greedy eyes. ‘Lovely, 
Susan. So this is where you come with 
that boyfriend, eh. And anyone else? Mr 
Baxter?’ 

Susan shook her head. The thought 
was ridiculous. His hand was on her leg 
again. Her own hand came- down now, 
above it. To stop his going any further 
up, here in the quiet of the wood. ‘Not 
Mr Baxter, Susan? Someone else in the 
office then? Those men must all be go- 
ing mad about you. Desperate to get you 
out here in the woods. And...’ His hand. 
‘desperate to see if you’ve got proper 
stockings on.’ 

He was grabbing at her skirt. Pushing 
it up. She yelped. Her two hands trying 
to hold it down. ‘Don’t be silly, Susan. 
I only want...’ 

She tried to hold it down but Mr 
Kelver meant business. He might be 
grinning but he wasn’t playing. ‘Don’t 
be silly, Susan. You'll rip it.’ 

He would rip it, he meant. Susan was 
close to tears. This awful man. ‘Let go, 
then.’ She let go. He was this dreadfully 
important Mr Kelver. She couldn’t real- 
ly fight him. And if all he wanted... 

He got the skirt of her dress up. The 
taut tops of the fancy white stockings. 
Above them full, pale thighs and the 
straps of the satin suspender belt. Susan 
held her hand tight in her lap. She 
wouldn’t let the skirt go any higher. 
‘Don't...’ she whispered. As his hand 
closed on her warm, bare thigh. 

Mr Kelver’s face came close. Those 
eyes behind the glasses. ‘What I want to 
do, Susan...” His hand squeezing her 
bare flesh. ‘What I want to do is spank 
your bottom. Take your knickers down 
and spank your bare bottom.’ 

The words rolling over her. Around in 
Mr Kelver’s smart new car and out into 
the silent depths of the wood. Mr 
Kelver’s impossible words. They were 
impossible but at the same time it had to 
be something like that. She had known 
there would be something impossibly 
awful. 

‘OK?’ he said. ‘Over my lap. Right 
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here in the car.’ 

‘No!’ she breathed. He wasn’t joking. 
He really meant to do it. 

‘Come on!’ Mr Kelver rammed his 
hand in between her legs. Susan squeal- 
ed. ‘Come on then. Mr Baxter said you 
were a nice, sensible girl. And I’m go- 
ing to see you get a very good report. 
You'll be made up to senior typist in no 
time flat. But first of all...we’ve got to 
co-operate.’ 

He was pulling her over. Down over 
his lap. Opening the car door so there 
was more room to operate. Mr Kelver 
was a lot stronger than she was but in any 
case she couldn’t really struggle, not 
really fight, like you were taught to if you 
were attacked. This wasn’t really being 
attacked, it was Mr Kelver, an extreme- 
ly senior man in the department. Mr 
Kelver wasn’t attacking her, he was 
just....having fun. 

She couldn’t do anything, only weak- 
ly writhe about and make yelping, 
whimpering sounds. As he got her pro- 
perly over his lap. And dragged the skirt 
of her dress up. It was right up, over her 
back, and Mr Kelver’s hand was there, 
at the waistband of her knickers. Drag- 
ging them down. Baring her bottom. His 
hand. Groping. Grabbing at the bare 
flesh. And then he wasn’t grabbing. He 
was smacking. 

SPLAT!...SPLAT!...SPLAT! 

The hard hand stinging into her soft 
and intimate flesh. Really hurting. But 
it wasn’t that stinging pain that was the 
worst part. She could take the pain 
perhaps. What was impossible was that 
this — over this man’s lap with her bot- 
tom bare — could actually happen. 


* * * 


“Well, that’s it then,’ Mr Baxter said. 
‘I think we passed muster all right. He 
seemed in a reasonable mood. One has 
to tread carefully with these people from 
headquarters.’ 

Mr Kelver had just left. He had finish- 
ed his business and left, this time with 
a uniformed chauffeur at the wheel of the 
Rover. There hadn’t been a lot of typing 
for Susan to do. Her role had clearly 
been enacted out in the wood. 

‘Of course it’s largely thanks to you, 
Susan. You put him in a very good 
mood. But a pretty young lady can have 
that effect, can’t she? Where did you go 
exactly?’ 

Susan didn’t say, gave a vague answer. 
It was too horrible to think about. Gavin, 
later, also wanted to know how her mor- 
ning had gone and of course she couldn’t 
tell him either. Susan tried to tell herself 
it hadn’t happened, it was a bad dream. 
But it wasn’t a bad dream. Or if it was 
it wasn’t over. On Tuesday Mr Baxter 
called her into his office. Smiling. 

‘Our Mr Kelver. It seems they’re sud- 
denly short of typing in the big city. He’s. 
asked for you to go down there on tem- 
porary secondment.’ 
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fter her bath, the younger man 
-. had left. But not before another 
list of instructions. ‘You may re- 
main here until the housebells ring. 
Then you will walk into the corridor 
where you will find a chair awaiting 
you, placed against the stair rails. You 
will kneel upon the chair as you were 
instructed yesterday. And you will 
await the return of the Senior Tutor.’ 
She had stayed in the bath, as if at- 
tempting to wash away the salty tears 
and the burning blush against her face. 
He had smacked her so hard, and she 
had bucked across his knee, yelling and 
kicking. Somehow it had all gone 
wrong. She had wanted to tempt him. 
To open her legs and tantalise him with 
something very feminine and inviting. 
But he had ignored her gestures. He 
had simply smacked her. And in so do- 
ing she had gone on waving her legs 
about and offering him revealing 
glimpses of essential girlishness... 
And then he had removed her tee- 
shirt. Her last vestige of girlish modes- 
ty. Somehow her breasts embarrassed 
her even more than her bottom and her 
pubic curls. Somehow she knew she 
came up to all expectations when it 
came to considering her bottom cheeks 
and the secrets which were hidden 
thereabouts. but her breasts? They were 
firm and round, and the little dark pink 
nipples bobbed up and down quite en- 
ticingly. But they were the breasts of 
a young teenager. By now they ought 
to be that much bigger and rounder...he 
had looked at them... Worse than that, 
he had soaped them. He had lathered 
his hand with the scented water and the 
small cake of soap, and he had lathered 
her, spreading the sweet-smelling soap 
all over her body. She had stood there, 
ankle-deep in the warm water, allow- 
ing him to smooth the soapy bubbles 
Over every contour of her naked body. 
He had taken his time over her breasts. 
And to her embarrassment, her breasts 
had responded to the man’s gentle ex- 
perienced caresses. And he had made 
her touch her toes as he had soaped her 
bottom, his searching fingers finding 
out her every feminine secret. But he 
had been gentle. After that long loud 
prolonged smacking across his knee, 
his fingers had been so gentle. He had 
caressed her as he had bathed her. And 
she had responded, relaxing, giving 
herself to his experienced fingers. 
She was almost annoyed when he left 
her, because he had behaved so pro- 
perly. She had half-expected, half- 
hoped he would have done more to her. 
Bent her forwards perhaps, over the 
bath, so that he could have his way with 
her...It was Tania’s idea of modern 
romance! Sadly, the man adhered 
strictly to his task. 
She stepped out of the bath and wrap- 
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ped the full-sized towel around her. It 
seemed a little pointless, somehow. 
After all, all the staff at this dreadful 
Manor seemed intent on stripping her 
of every vestige of modesty at every 
opportunity. She opened the bathroom 
door. The younger man had left it 
open. But he had walked off with the 
key. The landing outside seemed cold 
and quiet after the steamy confines of 
the bathroom. The chair was there. Just 
as he had said. A simple no-nonsense 
upright chair placed close to the top 
bannister rail. She rubbed herself dry 
with her towel as she walked along the 
landing towards the chair. The old man 
was coming up to deal with her. 
Because she had been so insolent in the 
bathroom. She reached the stair rail and 
peered over, wondering whether the 
Senior Tutor was already on his way. 
Slowly, she unwrapped the towel from 
her body. It was an awful feeling. The 
older man had yet to see her absolute- 
ly naked. And the hot water and the 
steam of the bathroom seemed at times 
to offer some protection for her modes- 
ty. But the landing was cold and bleak. 
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And as the towel dropped away from 
her she felt absolutely naked. She 
shivered. It was cold. And she was 
bare. From the curls of the hairs on her 
head to the softly-varnished nails of the 
toes of her bare feet. A naked nineteen 
year old. Waiting for the man to come 
and cane her...or worse. 

She forced herself to discard the 
towel and to kneel up upon the chair, 
just as the younger man had instructed. 
She knelt, her firm round bottom pro- 
truding behind her, and her breasts 
dangling over the high bannister. She 
shivered. The corridor was high and 
long and echoey. Perhaps there were 
others who lived at the Manor and they 
might use the landing. And they might 
see her, naked, kneeling there, waiting 
to be punished. She knelt upright, keep- 
ing her back as straight as possible, 
slightly afraid of the chasm which 
seemed to open out below her. The 
chill of the air and the nervous anticipa- 
tion were having their effect on her 
breasts. Her nipples felt so extraor- 
dinarily firm, protruding out beyong 


her breasts. And they felt much firmer 
and so sensitive...she remember how 
the younger man had bathed her. And 
the soaping of her breasts. 

She stared forward, her thigh 
muscles aching slightly as they sup- 
ported her on top of the upright chair. 
And then she heard him. A door clos- 
ing quietly, on the floor below. And 
his measured footsteps, getting louder 
and nearer. She saw him, and he was 
looking at her. Staring at her up-tilted 
breasts. ‘My...we are...aroused,’ he 
commented quietly as he approached 
her. And she blushed again, quite pro- 
fusely, fully believing that the prickly 
blush was extending below her face and 
her neck and spreading its burning ten- 
drils right over the softness of her 
breasts. 

He reached the level of the landing. 
‘My colleague has had cause to smack 
your bottom. Is that correct?’ The 
crimson blush of her cheeks was con- 
firmation enough. He placed an 


outstretched palm across one of her 
protruding bottom cheeks. ‘You seem 
to have taken it well enough, though.’ 
He patted her bottom lightly. “A good 
firm bottom. Well-rounded. Well- 
formed...And nice firm thighs as 
well...’ Tania was tired of the endless 
descriptions of her attributes. Of the ap- 
parent enthusiasm for her bottom; and 
the occasional disparaging remarks 
about her breasts. ‘Bend forward, 
young lady. You know the drill by 
now.’ Without any effort of argument, 
Tania bent forward, so that her eyes 
were staring downwards to the floor 
below, and her breasts were dangling, 
swinging from side to side, quite 
obscenely. ‘Now place your hands 
behind your back.’ She obeyed, know- 
ing that to argue was a fruitless and 
futile action. “My. You are a healthy 
girl.’ The older man was scrutinising 
her. Staring at her soft firm shoulders, 
and the long contours of her back. The 
dip before her slim waist, and then the 
exciting curving roundness of her 
perfect bottom. He positioned her 
carefully, placing his hand against her 
bare shoulders, leaning her forward, 
ensuring that her bottom was ready for 
punishment. ‘A strap for Miss Price,’ 
he whispered, as though others on the 
floor below or above might hear. ‘A 
strap to be applied to your bottom.’ 
The sound echoed loudly throughout 
the old building. A positive ‘Thwacck’ 
which bounced against the whitewash- 
ed walls and ceiling. The leather strap 
kissed Tania’s bottom cheeks most in- 
timately, the three thin tails of the strap 
curling inwards and _ insinuating 
themselves into the very secret parts of 
her girlish body. A very round, very 
firm, very resilient and exquisitely con- 


toured female bottom felt the firm kiss 
of the strap, again and again. She 
jumped and squealed and yelled, and 
promised that she would be so very 
good. So perfectly behaved in future. 
And the strap continued to fall and to 
wrap itself around her curves. 

And finally he left her. She stumbl- 
ed to her feet, the protection of the bath 
towel forgotten. She stood, sobbing 
quietly into her open hands, not car- 
ing that the old man was watching her 
every movement, and was quietly con- 
sidering the gentle flexing movements 
of the little trim dark triangle of hair 
which marked her most intimate girlish 
secrets. ‘Go back to your room. Get 
dressed. And wait for your further in- 
structions...” He left her, his firm 
footsteps disappearing into the distance. 
Tania retrieved her towel and wrapped 
it about her, hurriedly. She slipped, still 
sobbing, into her little room, there to 
collapse upon her bed for a long self- 
indulgent cry. 
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ear Sir, 

Whats all this in your last two 
magazines not showing us your love- 
ly models’ pussies full frontal. In 
Uniform Girls No. 19 there are 2 
gorgeous girls wearing black stock- 


ings and suspenders which I find all . 


important, and in New Supplement 
20, there are fabulous girls wearing 
various shades of stockings and 
suspenders — but not a glimmer of 
a frontal pussy to be seen between 
them. 


I know that on pages 37 and 43 of 
Uniform Girls (19) there are girls 
showing it, but oh dear! They’re not 
wearing stockings and suspenders — 
and I like the photos of the girls on 
pages 6 and 35 of New Supplement 
(20) who are hiding it. This is always 
a good photo providing only that it 
is followed by a photo in which they 
are made to show it. 


I disagree violently with your cor- 
respondent in Uniform Girls No. 19 
page 38 who writes that ‘recalcitrant 
girls...are entitled to privacy in the 
pubic area’ rubbish! 


In the first place I am sure the erotic 
impact of a girl lifting up her dress 
on command and taking down her 
panties and standing straight up to 
show stockings and suspenders and 
naked pussy ready for her spanking 
is second only to the sight of her bar- 
ing her bottom with legs spread 
wide, for your readers, whose 
desires and wishes must surely be 
paramount for you. 


And in the second place, much of the 
importance of the spanking scene is 
the obvious domination of the girl by 
the man who spanks her, and thus 
she has to be prepared through fear 
or respect to show us whatever he 
wishes, in whatever manner he 
wishes, for whatever reason he hap- 
pens to have in mind at the time. 
Please show us, your faithful 
readers, more gorgeous girls clad in 
black stockings and suspenders with 
ever more, and ever clearer, wide- 
spread legs, as well, of course, as 
more full frontal pussies. 


Thanks for everything you do. It’s 
wonderful. 


R. Wayne 


ear Sir, 

Although I have only read your 
excellent magazines Blushes and 
Uniform Girls for a short time they 
are definitely the best of the market. 
It is now very rare that I miss a 


single copy! I must congratulate you. 


on some truly exhilarating ‘Join the 
Dots’ sequences — I definitely find 


these stories the best part of the 
magazines. 


Uniform Girls Issue 19 ‘Join the 
Dots’ was fantastic. To see Christina 
in only skimpy top, panties and high 
heels was a treat to behold. Please, 
please, please could you have more 
of your girls keeping their panties on 
before punishment. I know I pro- 
bably have a ‘thing’ about panties 
but to me a girl showing her skimpy 
panties is incredibly erotic, and 
always gets me very excited. For a 
few suggestions; a girl on a large 
dining table or bed in front of a small 
audience fully clothed in short skirt, 
stockings and heels. Slowly she is 
disrobed, being forced to pull up her 
skirt whilst on her back, showing ‘all 
and sundry’ her panties. To get the 
best effect she should then be spread- 
eagled with arms above her head to 
uplift her breasts. After this, she 
could be turned over and then spank- 
ed or whatever. Too many times, 
your magazines miss out this stage 
and the humiliation of body inspec- 
tion etc before punishment. Actual- 
ly, one of the recent ‘Supplement’ 
issues did hint along these lines — 
with Jane undergoing ‘examination’ 
on a large table top. So please, if 
possible do some more stories along 
these lines! 


As an avid reader of this subject I 
also wonder whether you could pro- 
duce stories or a magazine not sole- 
ly to do with CP. I’m sure there are 
lots of readers who enjoy like me the 
situations you depict, although not 
entirely the constant CP aspect. I 
would dearly love to see a magazine 
where Uniform Girls were 
thoroughly inspected as aforemen- 
tioned, surely the possibilities are 
endless — nurses and maids lying 
down being forced to slowly disrobe 
for the inquisitive doctor etc while 
tests such as nipple sensitivity, breast 
bounceability and thigh/leg spread 
could be carried out. And after all 
this heady stuff — maybe a few 
playful taps on the bottom! For a ti- 
tle — how about ‘The Examiner’!!! 


I hope some of my suggestions might 
be taken up in the near future and in- 
deed I can, hardly wait until I return 
from holidaying in France (current- 
ly cycling towards the continent — 
and naturally carrying a handy copy 
of Uniform Girls!) to read the next 
issues!! So for now — keep up the 
good work — more short skirts, 
skimpy panties and ‘Join the Dots’ 
type sequences as they really make 


- your magazines stand head and 


shoulders over others. 


Once again, many thanks. 
J.M., Reading, Berks 


ear Blushes, 

Keep up the good work. You 
all deserve some sort of award, both 
the staff and the models. You cer- 
tainly are giving a wonderful service 
to society. There would be less rapes 
and assaults if your magazine was 
compulsory reading for all males. 
A lot of male frustrations are work- 
ed out simply by reading ‘Blushes’ 
and I know of one fellow who was 
unable to get an erection for a year 
until he started reading your 
magazine. Now he only has to open 
Join the Dots for the super glue reac- 
tion (Instant hardening). 


Now how about some suggestions, 
pardon the liberty, for some Join the 
Dots features, which are the 
highlight for everyone of your 
readers that we know. 


One of your beauties at the end of 
a bed naked. Feet through wrought 
iron bed end, legs apart. Hands on 
floor. 


Two of your lovelies kneeling fac- 
ing each other (naked) about a yard 
apart. Hands behind backs, or with 
hands held level with neck. 


Get a naked model to pose as though 
stumbling along with arms out in 
front of her, wrists together. 


That girl you spread on a table was 
fantastic but how about the same 
arms and legs spread shots of two 
girls side by side on a beach. One 
front and the other back view. Or the 
same pose on the wood floor of a 
house with a rolled up carpet under 
their hips. 


When posing a girl on her knees, 
have her hands placed just behind 
her ears. It’s a difficult position to 
hold but wonderful for an artist and 
the breasts look great. - 


Then a standing pose, the girl nak- 
ed but wearing a broad belt with her 
hands or wrists pressed close to her 
sides at the waist. 


Kneeling head on the floor, hands 
behind back, wrists crossed, man or 


woman with cane in attendance. 
On knees, hands in front, palms 


together in a pleading or praying 
position. 


Crouched, legs open, hands or wrists 
alongside ankles. Naked of course. 


Two or even three girls in line in this 
position about to race, hands clasp- 
ing ankles, perhaps with a crop- 


- wielding male behind each of 


course. Next page, loser is caned by 
the winner, bent, still clutching 


c 


ankles. 


A girl in a barrel, only head and arse 
showing is very sexy. 


Have you any athletic models that 
can hang from a branch by their feet? 


A young lady forced to crouch, 
hands and feet together on the nar- 
row top of a high stool is very 
handy. 


Meanwhile any chance of the return 
of some of your lovelies from earlier 
issues, or even a hiring of some of 
the best girls who have appeared in 
not only yours but rivals video’s? 
Two of our favourites (in fact both 
their bums have never been surpass- 
ed for beauty), were the girl caned 
in Half Term (Christine). (Unfor- 
tunately the only video of yours I’ve 


managed to get hold of) and Linda, 


of the lush bottom and little girl 
looks who never did write her 
_answers. Your main rival (won’t 
name) had a girl in their Head Girl 
video as head girl who was really 
good at the hurt expression but only 
showed her bum. We love to see all 
of her, spanked as well. She took the 
cane marvellously. There are others. 
Do you best. Regards again. 
B. Young & Friends 


ear Sirs, 
A letter in your Supplement 
20 raises the topic.of your series 
‘Actually Spanked.’ 
responded by reprinting some of the 
choicest photographs of Debbie’s 
bare bottom, and said that you were 
surprised by the lack of comment 
they aroused. 


I think like you, we readers were not 
entirely sure what to make of them; 
the set-up between Brian and Deb- 
bie was the most difficult thing to 
understand. On balance, though, 
I’ve come to the conclusion that they 
were genuine pictures of genuine 
punishments and that Debbie was — 
maybe still is — unaware that they 
have been published. 


As to how much they were enjoyed 
by your readers I need only say that 
the re-appearance of Debbie in Sup- 
plement No. 20 was what sold the 
magazine to me. I’m afraid that your 
recent issues have been largely 
disappointing from my point of 
view, in that they seem to indicate 
a marked softening. No doubt this is 
what plenty of people remain quite 
happy with, but since there are so 
many ‘soft’ spanking magazines 
around, it seems a shame to add to 
their number when you recently out- 
classed them all for daring. And 
even the mildest mags still give us 
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schoolgirls which you seem to have 
placed out of bounds. 


Back to Debbie; certainly the series 
was a highlight in your history. The 
lack of response probably reflected 
contement, as people are more like- 
ly to let you know when they don’t 
like the product! I’m sure many 
others like me would like to see 
more and more of this sort of brazen 
exploitation of teenage girls who 
would probably be deeply ashamed 
to know that their bottoms were be- 
ing drooled over by the likes of your 
readers. I include in this category the 
pictures of a Norwich typist, as far 
back as issue 2, the ‘adoption’ pic- 
tures of Jennifer and Katie, the 
polka-dotted bottom spotted at a 
motor cycle rally, and various other 
choice examples. It rather goes 
against the grain when you occa- 
sionally take steps to protect the 
anonymity of the girls in question — 
I’m thinking of the obliteration of the 
place of work of one adoptee which 
a reader had thoughtfully supplied — 
and I’d much rather see a gradual 
stripping away of anything which 
might protect a girl from exploita- 
tion by a randy and unscrupulous 
male (in which category I’m pleas- 
ed to class myself). 


For me the ideal spanking magazine 
would be a blend of fact and fiction. 
I like to see a clear statement of what 
is fact and what is fantasy, but at the 
same time no distinction should be 
made as to their relative entertain- 
ment value. To clarify this rather 
obscure remark I would cite as ex- 
amples the various mags from the 
late seventies that reprinted 
newspaper reports about schoolgirl 
canings alongside sexually provocate 
photographs of bare-bottomed 
models. Nobody pretended that the 
pictures were anything to do with the 
factual cases, but the juxtaposition of 
these items prevented anyone from 
regarding the genuine canings as 
anything other than sexually gratify- 
ing. Similarly, Jennifer and Katie 
have had their pictures published in 
magazines which totally promote the 
idea of humiliating girls in order to 


. derive sexual pleasure. It is extreme- 


ly unlikely that either girl would for 
a moment wish to become associated 
with these ideas, but they have now 
become used as part of the hugely 
succcessful campaign to increase 
male enthusiasm for CP and 
exploitation. 


To measure the success of that cam- 
paign one only has to look at the 
number of CP publications current- 
ly on offer. All they’ve done, real- 
ly, is tap something that was always 
there but rarely admitted. I’m quite. 


convinced that every red-blooded 
male has a strong domination streak. 
Society, for obvious reasons, has. 
repressed this natural inclination. 
What the CP magazines are doing 
(very effectively) is merely 
demonstrating the wide-spread ap- 
peal of punishing girls, re-assuring 
the frustrated male that his desires 
are perfectly normal and well worth 
nurturing. It is essential that a spank- 
ing magazine has every appearance 
of being a quality product, as this re- 
inforced the idea that CP is the 
predeliction of intelligent, discern- 


ing people. 


At the same time a certain covert 
discretion is highly desirable. Girls 
are still willing to believe that men 
are kindly souls with their best in- 
terests at heart, when the truth of the 
matter is frequently very different. 
Being able to win a girl’s trust is 
very important if you want to exploit 
her. 


I was able to put this into practice 
a few years ago when, through a 
contact magazine, I built up a small 
circle of like-minded gentlemen with 
the intention of having some fun at 
the expense of the various girls and 
women we lusted over. Originally 
we circulated photos of the girls 
(neighbours, neighbour’s daughters, 
secretaries or whatever) together 
with their names and personal 
details, and received back a few days 
later highly detailed descriptions of 
what each of us would like to do to 
the girl (generally far too wicked to 
publish in a mag like yours!) This ac- 
quired a new dimension when one of 
our number invited three of us to a 
dinner party at which the ‘victims’ 
(an elegant divorcee and her two 
nubile daughters) were present. It 
was very nice to chat away with the 
girls and really get to know them 
before devising a programme of | 
degradation to suit them! 


Of course none of this ever actually 
affected the girls as they never got 
to hear about it. The only occasion 
on which we actually caused any 
distress was when a bit of minor van- 
dalism effectively sabotaged a birth- 


day party. 


I am seriously thinking of reviving 
this scheme as I miss the frisson it 
generated. Maybe your readers 
could indicate whether there would 
be any interest. 


In the meantime lets have lots more 
‘adoptees’ and contributions like 


‘Actually Spanked.’ I’m delighted to 


see Debbie has made it to the inside 
cover of your mag. 
P.R. 


dancing spray round her naked body as she flicked the 
tumbling wet blonde hair off her face and allowed the 
_ jets to force the water into her half-open mouth. It had 
been a hard match. A good match, too, even if they had 
lost. Pity about the argument over that line-call, but at 
least she’d given a good showing of herself. 

Turning, the therapeutic water massage was directed onto 
her back and, with a half-step forward, onto her firm but- 
tocks. The runlets of water found their way into the 
passage between the cheeks, cascading across the rounded 
flesh, and caressing her intimate folds before running 
down the insides of her thighs to the tiled floor below. 
‘Caroline?’ 

“Yes?’ | 

‘Come out of there!’ 

She groped for a towel, and failed to find it until the assis- 
tant coach pushed it into her hand. ‘Thank you miss.’ 

‘Mr Harleston wants to see you...immediately.’ 

Mr Harleston. Supremo of the tennis court. Admired, and 
feared. What could he want with her? Surely he hadn’t 
heard about her on-court tantrum? 

‘Do you know what it’s about?’ 

“Your behaviour, I-would think. time you got a grip on 
that temper of yours.’ _ 

~ ‘Mmmm, I know, but that line call was crazy,’ Caroline 
whined. 

‘I think it was arguing with the umpire that would have 


T he lances of cold water made Caroline gasp, the shower 


_ reached Mr Harleston’s ears, Caroline. Now jump to it: he 


wants you there right now.’ 

It took the girl a little over a minute to towel herself down 
‘and dry off her hair, shoving in two yellow grips to hold it 
up off her face. Saved drying it properly, and brushing it 
out. The blonde tangle looked casually arranged. It was. 
Slipping on white cotton knickers, she yanked short socks 
and flat white shoes onto her feet before reaching for her 
dress. But it wasn’t on the hook where she had left it. 
‘NOW, Caroline!’ the woman shouted. 

Caroline grabbed a towelling robe from a neighbouring peg 
and slipped it over her shoulders before trotting down the 
corridor and up the two flights of stairs to the offices. 

‘In the store room at the end of the corridor!’ advised the 
woman. 

The store room? That was a little odd. Pushing the door 
open, Caroline grimaced at the bright green panelled walls. 
- Someone had a pretty tacky taste.in decoration. Mr 
Harleston was not there. The only furniture looked long- 
abandoned. A rather old-fashioned marble top dresser, the 
' tiles on the splashback almost contemporary in their 
design. Strange how these things went in cycles, Caroline 
thought idly. 

More incongruously, a steel and timber-framed bed, its bare 
spring base looking particularly unwelcoming, a white T- 
shirt thrown across one end. The door slammed, and Mr 
Harleston stood there. No jacket, his face flushed from the 
exertion of those two flights of stairs, she shouldn’t 
wonder. 

‘Caroline McIntyre?’ 

“Yes, Mr Harleston.’ 

‘Girl involved in the argument with the umpire?’ 

“Errr, yes, but...’ 
“No buts. Yes or no?’ 

“Yes, sir.’ 

‘Take that robe off.’ 

‘But I haven't got...’ she began until, seeing the look on his 
face, she slipped the robe off her shoulders and tossed it 
‘into the corner. Hands spread at her sides, she stood, bold- 
ly, topless, as he gazed at her in some surprise. Caroline 
had a good body, and she knew it. The firm breasts were 
well-proportioned, pale pink nipples crowning their 
perfection. 

‘Turn round,’ he ordered. Caroline was conscious of the . 
breeze from an open window on her all-but-naked body. 
Mr Harleston admired the rounded swelling of her rump 
per as she turned to face him again, the evidence of her 


pubic bush beneath the thin fabric of her panties. 

‘I won’t have girls on our team behaving like that. Do you 
know what happens to girls who behave like that?’ 
Caroline pondered the wisdom of admitting she had heard 
tales of unofficial spankings — perhaps in this very room 
— and even one story of a bare-bottomed caning. She 
thought it wiser to plead innocence. 

‘No, Mr Harleston.’ 

‘They are punished, my girl. Severely.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

‘A girl’s bottom is able to with-stand a surprising amount 
of physical pain, I have discovered. Have you ever been 
beaten, McIntyre?’ 
‘No, sir, although I...’ 
‘What?’ 

‘Nothing, sir.’ 

‘Well, I’m going to beat you today.’ 

Caroline made no response. What response was there to 
make? You can’t? I won’t let you? I’m too old? I'll tell 
some-one? Standing there clad only in shoes, socks and 
knickers, she felt strangely vulnerable, strangely powerless, 
strangely afraid. 

‘We'll have those little pants off now, I think.’ He took a 
step towards her, and she backed to the. dresser. Moments 
later, his fingers were firmly hooked into the elastic at the 
waist and her only protection began its downward journey 
towards her ankles. 

She turned and wriggled in protest. Her reward was a 
sharp, stinging slap across the back of her thigh. 

‘Ooowww!’ 

The red imprint of his fingers was bright on her creamy 
flesh. And still her knickers continued their journey. There 
was a brief tussle as they became entangled round her 
ankles, her shoes posing a small problem as she obediently 
lifted first one foot then the other to allow the fabric to be 
removed. 

A firm hand on her right shoulder forced Caroline to turn 
her back. Two hard, smarting slaps were delivered to her 
bottom, one to each cheek, with the advice that it would 
be more prudent to co-operate than resist. 

‘Don’t make it worse on yourself. Now wait here. I’ll be 
back in a moment.’ 

Embarrassed, uncertain, worried, cold, Caroline stood ner- 
vously by the dresser for almost fifteen minutes until Mr 
Harleston returned, locking the door behind him. Sitting 
himself on the edge of the bed, he turned her again with a 
hand on her waist. “You have a good arse, McIntyre. I shall 
enjoy seeing if you can take it.’ He revealed a thick strap 
which he had hidden behind his back and allowed her to 
turn and see it for the first time. The widened eyes gave 
the message loud and clear. 

‘I think you're a little old for an over-the-knee spanking. 

So I’m going to give you a good leathering instead.. 

His eyes dropped with interest to the apex of her thighs, 
but Caroline made no attempt to hide her sex. There seem- 
ed little point. 

‘T'll give you a choice for your leathering. You can either 
bend over and grip your ankles, or lie on the bed. Which 
is it to be?’ 

There was a long pause. Caroline considered the implica- 
tions of each alternative. As she had never been beaten 
properly before, she somehow doubted if she would be 
able to maintain a bending-over position. The bed would 
seem to offer — despite its unwelcoming bare-springed sur- 
face — the better option. 

‘T’ll lie on the bed, Mr Harleston.’ 

‘Up you get, then, face down and lie. full length’. Caroline 
did as she was told, reaching out to the top to hold onto 
the uprights. 

‘Feet at each side of the bed, like your hands.’ 
She slid her legs apart until her toes were touching the ex- 
tremities of the base. She increased her grip at the other 
end. Mr Harleston looked with admiration at the hirsute 
folds at the girl’s crotch. The buttocks above were smooth,. . 
well-rounded, soft and welcoming, the fullness ‘as tuicannne 
by the slim waist beyond. 


her voice tailed off. 
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He allowed the strap to fall gently across the backs of her 
thighs and smiled as she flinched. He waited for the in- 
evitable question of how many strokes she would get, and 
it came soon enough. 
‘I will decide that when I see how well you take your 
medicine, McIntyre. The more you move about, the worse 
it will be. As this appears to be your first thrashing, there 
is obviously a large amount of ground to be made up. > 

He let the long length of leather lie over her nates. Raising 
it, he brought it down with style and vigour across the 
fullest parts of those presented cheeks, which quivered 
obligingly as they absorbed the impact, before springing 
back into their same inviting curves: ‘Aaaahhheeerrr....’ 

A second, sharply explosive blow. ‘Ooowww, Christ, 
Oooh, God...it stings...’ 

A third, just above the crease where thigh and buttock 
met. : 

‘Aahhhh. Christ, that really hurt.’ Puffing and panting, 
Caroline lay, still spread-eagled, her bottom now 
demonstrating its protest with an expanding area of bright 
red bands, each single stroke still clearly evident, the ridg- 
ing on her skin caused by the edgé of the strap just beginn- 
ing to swell. 

A fourth, and a high-pitched yelp from the recipient, her 
hands leaving the headboard to reach back protectively. 
‘Get your hands away,’ ordered Mr Harleston. ‘You’re only 
half way there, young lady, but I'll give you a few minutes 
to cool off.’ Without another word, he unlocked the door 
and strode from the room, flinging the pain-inflicting im- 
plement onto the dresser. 

Caroline struggled up off the bed, the marks of the springs 
like a patchwork quilt across her legs, tummy and breasts. 
The effect was almost surreal. 

She looked anxiously into the mirror propped up on the 
dresser, and wrinkled her face in horror at the damage the 
thick leather had inflicted. Picking it up, she realised by its 
weight why it was so stingingly effective. The heavy tread 
along the corridor outside announced Mr Harleston’s 
return. Caroline flung herself, with a creaking, squeaking 
protest from the bed, onto the springs and adopted the re- 
quired position. 

There was the rumble of voices as the door opened: ‘She’s 
had four strokes, but as she’s taking it so well I thought 
you'd be interested to see the other four. Come on in.’ 
Caroline declined to turn her head to identify the 
newcomer. It was enough that her bum was burning 
without it attracting an audience. She had no desire to be 
further humiliated by knowing who was watching her so 
exposed, so naked, being soundly flogged. She looked 
resolutely straight ahead. 

She therefore missed the strap being handed to the 
newcomer, who ran it through his-fingers before slashing it 
down in a bum slicing curve of pain to explode against the 
girl’s cheeks. 

‘Arrr...damn!’ she yelled. 

Swiftly, barely pausing at the top of the swing, he brought 
it down again just as hard, extracting a further expletive 
from the alarmed girl, her buttocks clenching and unclen- 
ching with all the powr of her gluteal muscles. Eventually, 
they relaxed, ready. ' 
The seventh stroke was delivered across the lower part of 
her rump, and the last, deliberately but less forcefully, 
across the backs of her thighs just below that defining 
crease. Caroline screamed in protest, her head flung angrily 
round to see the justification for this unfair assault. 

Her eyes clouded in tears as she recognised her ex- 
boyfriend, now captain of the tennis club and in a privileg- 
ed position with the coach. The disciplining of the 
younger members of the team, recalcitrant or disobedient, 
was a privilege shared with pleasure. And after Caroline 
had so recklessly tossed him aside in favour of an older 
player, the sweet revenge across her bare backside, the 
strap hanging smugly by his side, was a satisfying form of 
justice. 

Caroline slumped her head onto the springs and allowed ° 
her tears to drip steadily through onto the bare boards 
below. 
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